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CONSPIRING AGAINST THE GO 
From what I can gather from Mamma and the twins, the Government stand a good chance before long 
already been formed for its annihilation, with Poor Pa as ringleader. Dad, it seems, had fully expected that he alone 
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of being smashed up altogether. A society has 
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would have been called upon to succeed 


the G.O.M: he had gone as far as to promise Moses the Chancellorship of the Exchequer. The elevation, therefore, of Lord Rosebery to the Premiership 
was a frightful blow. “The ponerse I believe, ple in the basement of the Mildeweries nightly. I anxiously await the development of their schemes.—Toortsi«. 


Looking at it om ee blackest point of 
We 


Standing on his own responsibility. (And don't 
think a wife ten't a responsibility 1) 


FAMILIAR EXPRESSIONS. 


Looking out for squalls, 
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LIST SLIPPERS. 


A YOUNG gentleman, named Honeyman (who was hanged 
at Maidstone, in his eighteenth year, in 1806), had been for 
some time awe fe. in 1804, at the Silver Oar Inn, Rochester, 
and had attracted the attention of some other guests, who 
invited him to dine with them. The dinner over, the 
young gentleman owned that he was awfully hard up and in 
al for his bill. His newly-made friends agreed to hel 

im, wrote to his friends, with whom he had quarrelied, 
obtained their forgiveness and forwarded him to London. 
Some months later he returned to the Silver Oar, saying he 
had been to sea, and, ordering a good dinner, treated those 
who before had treated him. 

On November 18th, 1805, under the alias of Captain 
Innis, R.N., he was brought up at Marlborough Street Police 
Court for stealing a horse, when, we are told, “he was 
dressed in the first style of fashion, and his person was 
known in the lobby at the theatres.” It turned out that it 
was a habit of his to hire horses and ride away with them, 
and to Fotonise expensive hotels and run up bills he never 
paid. In the case for which he was arrested he had hired 
the horse to ride to Richmond, giving a false address, He 
visited the Castle Hotel, and there dined sumptuously ; but 
when the time came to pay he had no money, and, after an 
altereation, left his watch. The loss of the horse was adver- 
tised, and a waiter at an hotel in Piccadilly Honeyman had 
bilked gave him into custody. He was remanded, and next 


a 


eine 


98 


day the court was crowded by his victims. Several naval officers 
also attended to prove that there were only two captains in the 
navy of the name of Innis. both gentlemen of the highest respecta- 
bility, and that the prisoner was not one of them. The fresh 
charges against him were very numerous. It appeared that a con- 
fident and insinuating address, with a commanding Vachs had 
enabled him to mingle in the society of gentlemen, Whom he had 
defrauded, as well as tradespeople and innkeepers. 

An ostler to a livery stable keeper near Piccadilly stated that the 
prisoner hired a horse, saying he resided in St, James's Street, and 
merely wanted to ride out for two or three hours, and that on his 
return he would send the horse home by his servant. He, however, 
did not return, and the horse had not been heard of, Another 
livery stable keeper here got into the witness box and suid that the 
prisoner had left the horse at his place, where he hired a horse and 
chaise, asking that it might be taken care of till his return, which 
event never took place, — He said his nazne wax Beckett, and that 
he lived at Gravescud. The livery stable keeper went to Graves- 
end, and found that Mr. Beckett was a banker, and that the 
prisoner had cashed a forged cheque at his bank. He travelled 
after his horse and chaise nearly 400 miles, tinding one at last at 
Alton, Hants, and the other at Honiton, Devon. i 

Representing himgelf to be the son of a wealthy distiller in the 
borough, and professing to be travelling for the firm, Honeyman 
gathered ina rich harvest in the west of England, drove about in 
a postchaise and four, associated with the best company, joined 
their hunting parties, and became the complete man of fashion, 
At Exeter he drove through the town, a week before the news 
arrived of Nelson's victory over the combined tleets, a8 a nav 
officer, with despatches from the Admiral. The leading men of the 
town crowded round him eager for news, and asked whether the 
victory he said had been gaincd was equal to the Battle of the Nile. 
“The Nile is a fool to it,” he said ; and when they had drunk his 
health in bumpers of champagne he drove away, having diffused 
joy throughout the town. : 

‘A week later he was on the Portsmouth Road, when Lord Fitzroy 
was travelling to the Admiralty with the news of the victory at 
Trafalgar. He immediately ordered a postchaise and four, and was 
driven after the messenger. On his entering Basingstoke a mob 
surrounded the carringe and loudly cheered him, He went to the 
bank, called himself Lord Fitsroy, drew £100, and gave a forged 
draft, apologising for the sudden intrusion, and alleging that his 
cash was insuflicient to carry him to the Admiralty. This im- 
position,” we read, “ was soon detected, the prisoner followed, and 
the money recovered,” but it does not say how he himself got away. 
He was tried for the forgery on the Graverend Bank, and found 
guilty. His biugrapher concludes with these words: “He was a 
gravest tacking 7 =e nin, of good connexions, from the town of 

" he died in a pair of List Slippers.” 
e e e ° 


ortsmouth, an 
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LAITEST. 
on sekond thortts i ave close the dore again ann satt down in the 


[oeidse to thinkk. thare iss a gleem inn that boise ey that meen 
° (Next week, “ Almost Hanged.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should! inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submiticd, Do nut inclose loose stamps. 


Very_qood of you, A READER, Tootsie senda her kindest love, 
Not a bit of trouble, WiuLiaM. Yes, for one and eightpence, 
Guv. Rather funny, A. G. WALSON ; But we haven't any space. 
Very sorry, SLOPER TOURIST ; ALLY docsn’t know the pee By 
degrees, of course, KILENY, Lf that be your nom de plume. You 
are misinformed, AX ARTIST, As you properly assume, Never, 
that we know of, GERALD. Only “one, A ReapER Tru, Very 
glad to help you, Savor, Lf yeu tell us what to do, 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


— £150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of i! Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall ay ae to meet 
with his or her death in'a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houipay " be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLopeR’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 v'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Young Simple. Oh, yes, I've come into a little money, don't 
you know, through my poor dear Aunt Maria, and I’'m—er—er— 
thinking of having a try on the Stock Exchange, he, he, he! 
Now, which would you recommend me to start as, don't you 
know—er—er—a—a—a Bull or a Bear? 

Old Guzzle. It'll be all the same by the time you've done, my 
boy. You're bound to be dare enough by the time they've tinished 
with you. *,* 


Why is't, when “ Uncle's” shop we seek, 
And wish ourself to hide, 
We always run across a friend 
Just as we step outside? 
beled 
First Improper Young Man, $'elp me, Bill, I ain't been bloomin’® 
well tight for a month, 
Neeond Jiproper Young Man, Sen’ 1 may live, Jem, if you lie 
like that, if bally well give yer in charge for “ personating a 
copper.” *,* 


Poet (with indignant surpriav), And you mean to tell me, sir, 
that verse like this ix a drug in the market? 
Faitor. Deug, sir, 1 should think so, anda very deadly drug, too. 
Poison, I call it, sir, absolute poison, 
es 
s 


She. Have you noticed that delightful new milliners just outside 
the station? 

He, Gracious, no! Well, mind you start half an hour enrlier 
when you have st train to cutch, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 518.—The “ Feneing Club" Costume, 
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Up to Dick, and up 


datc—the young lady 
the period, 
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COMPOSERS COMICALLY COMMUNICATED. 
No, 14.—Hubert Parry (you but parry.) 


Tommp. I say, Ma, I do wish you would ask Dad to leave this house. 


Ma. Why, Tommy ? 
Tommy. 'C 
ain't no more fer him to lick. 


ILLUSTRATED SONG. 
“The Meeting of the Wutere.’ 


Cos Fido's chawed up all the dogs in the neighbourhood, and there 


This genticman has been in the Sun 
an‘ come out again. 


age 
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Old Lady ( aus bere oat al te ag Read 
0 i way from ing). H 
far be it fee Lunnon, young eenat “s eee): ee 
Young Man, Not far now, madam. I should say swbout 
three apples and two mutton pies. | 


Tailor. I wish you could give me a cheque for my account, sir. 
Pebblebeach (calmly). You can't wish it more sincerely than 1 do, 
Mr. Snipson, I assure you. Good morning. 


“Woman,” said little Henpeck during one of the daily dust. 
ups, “there is only one thing that protects you.” “ And that, sir?” 
asked his better half, flercely. “Your age!" reapouded Henpeck, 
as he bolted for the front door. *.° 


Aunt Mary. Tommy, you naughty boy ; you emptied that jar of 
jam which I left out last night. : : 
Jummy's Mother, He doesn't know any better, dear. 
unt Mary, No, I don't suppose he does, I have olways heen 
al for my jam, but that is no reason why he should eat it all. 


Father, 1 want my boy to have a chance to rise in the world. 
friend, Why not get him asituation ina dynamite factory, then, 


s 
Poor little Tompkyns had a fight, 
It lasted but a minute, 
But contradictory though it seems, 
Poor Tompkyns wasn't in it. 


First Heavenly Twin. He is generous toa fault, 
Secund Heavenly Twin. Yes, to his own. 


Ald ‘e. | wonder how Adam felt when Eve was taken out of his 
side. 
Husband, 1 should think he would feel relieved to get rid of her. 


Tt is curious to notice how defective the visual organs become 
when one is under the influence of alcoholic support. McGovoseley 
solemnly swears that the other night ALLY took the Nelson's 
Column for a composite candle in a chamber candlestick, and he 
was vainly trying to light the immortal hero's cocked hat with a 
flaming vesuvian, *,° 


At a Private Inquiry Office. 
Subscriber, What sort of firm is Brown, Jones and Robinson, of 
London Wall? 
Clerk (after referring to ledger). They're all right, sir. You 
can give them credit. 
Subscriber. Ah, yes, just so; but I want to know if they're good 
cnough to give me credit. *° 


Mrs. Funniman. But, my dear, this bedroom suite is ash; I 
thought you said you'd bought one of cedar wood ! 
Mr. Funniman. Quite right, my dear; but | changed my mind, 
you know, and cedar woodn't have it, 
(Poor woman ! it's lucky she was accustomed 
to guch shocks, that’s all, 


Author. What made you itch into my play so?) Why, I'm told 
you never even came near the theatre. 

Distinguished Critic, Well, that’s just it. Great Scot, man, you 
wouldn’t have me praise a thing I'd bever seen, would you! 


“ AH, this is capital!” said tite condemned murderer, as they 
led him forth to execution. ee 
s 


THE bullets whistled ‘midst the battle’s roar, 
And, though they made me feel a bit unaixy, 
Td pully undergo it all once more 
Than hear a little atreet boy wiistle “ Daisy.” 


Diffin. How that fellow Bullion has goton. Why, when he first 
arrived in London he couldn't write his name, and yet, look ut him 


now. 
Bofin. Well, you surprise me. I always thought him such a 
well-educated man. When did he come to Londou, then? 
Biffin, Oh, about tifty years ago. He was burn here, so, of 
course, he couldn't write or—— 
: [Jlastily dodges the half-brick. 


= 
{le was scientific, but not sioncuner in the right when he 
wanted to impress on our double.dress improved ignorance that 
the peeling of the bark off the Regent's Park plane-trees was the 
result of the concussion in the air cau: by the explosive kissing 
of the nursemaids by the full privates of her Majesty's Life Guards. 


s 
First Darling. Only two shillings to re-sole and heel your shoes? 
Why, ] always pay three and six. 
Second Darling. Do you, though? Perhaps they charge by size, 
cear, °° 


Male Teacher. What is the plural ot woman? 
Feiss Sharpshins, Isn't any. Dad says women are always 
singular. : 
Male Teacher. Eh? Oh!—ah! Well, I'm not sure but that be is 
right. *,° 


“WELL, of course, I’m fond of dear Amelia, and think che'sa dex, 
nice, absent-minded darling, though when she trips down stairs, 
it does sound a lectle like a cow with a wooden leg falling back- 
wards, and perhaps it isa pity that she often puts her artificial 
bun in her mouth instead of her false teeth, and sticks her two- 
guinea-n-set-molars and grinders on the back of her head fora two 
and sixpenny chignon. Sweet girl !—don't I love her, though!” 

es 


s 

Amateur Actor. Confounded shame, wasn’t it? Just as 1 was 
in the middle of my big speech, a wretched man upset the whole 
audience by fainting clean away, and to be carried out of the 
hall. Wonder who he was? 

Candid Friend, Oh, that was the author of the piece. He hxp- 
pened to be passing to-night, and bought a ticket. 1 wonder what 
could have affected him? ace 

s 


OH, would that someone would invent 
A patent dun ejector, 
I'd stick one just inside my door 
To chuck the tax collector, 
os 


s 
Father. Honesty, my boy, is always the best policy, remember 
that. I’m old enough to advise you, you know. eee 
Son. Quite so, father ; 1 suppose you've tried both. 
ss 


s 
“I's all very well, ALLY, you a-sitting there with that dratted 
caton your knee, a-trying to look domesticated—and just a-leave off 
breathing on the poor creature’s fur, after all them hot Scotches 
you're bound to singe all the blooming hair off its skin.” 


s 
Old Jones. How are you getting on with your shorthand ? 
Young Brown. Oh, capitally, thank you. I could nearly read 4 
epcech that I reported yesterday. 


eee 


Ewery Monday. Ome Halfpenmy- 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
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TOOTSIE AND “GO BANG.” 
— 


audience who believe in “ musical-farcical 
n and again to see them ; and I have always 
found crowded 
houses at the 
Gaiety, the Prince 
of ales’s, Lyric, 
and Trafalgar, 
wheni this class o! 
piece has_ been 
laying. The so- 
hersided critic 
has his way of 
looking at things ; 
his rules and regu- 
lations, wants a 
plot, and what not, 
and obj to the 
music-hall element 
and other things, 
which happen to 
be just the ver 
things that fetc 
in the money. 

What strikes me 
most in this style 
of work is the pau- 
city of male comic 
talent, though the 
Indies score well 
always. can't 
help thinking that 
there must be, 
somewhere or 
other knocking 
about in the 
“ provg.,” & some- 
body who could 
pick up a bit of 
the mantle dropped b r Fred Leslie, or treat us with a 
little bit of second-hand Arthur Roberts. As things are, without 
singling out any one particular member of the companies at 
the theatres L have mentioned, there certainly is a certain 
amount of weak-kneedness about the low coms, that makes itself 
welt, Ina Bany, at the Trafalgar Square Theatre, Miss Letty Lind 
is even more successful than she was in Morocco Bound, and, in 
praise of her most delightful acting, singing and dancing, too 
niuch ean searcely be said, and her“ Di, di, di ges bole ain sure, 
already hummed by scores, Miss Letty Lind is, i , the heart 
and soul of the Leader g or As Jenkins, a footman, and, after- 
wards, the Roojam of Go Bang, Mr. Harry Gratton gets a good 

; broad fun out of the charncter. and sings a coster song 
i 1 Mr. J. L. Shine as Dam _ Row, the usurper—a nice, 
quiet sort of name, by the way—has n part that suits him well; 
nud Mr. Arthur Play- 
fiir is also good, Mr. 
Givorge Grossmith, 
jun.’s, part is some- 
thing like that he 
plived in Meraceco 
Hieund, only better, 
und he is very funny 
jideod, 

The Ivries, by Mr. 
“Adrian Ross,” are 
very well written, 
and, as a specimen - 
of clever rhyming, I 
must quote & Verse 
from Dam Row's 
sont 
i goes wrong, with 
tore strong, D1 lead 
apless hordes 
irchists and social- 

ists to blow up kings 

and lords; 
With crimson rags for / 


Tiere is a very la 
coincdies,” and go 


Dam Row: J, L. SHINK, 


from everywhere, 

Ami sack the clubs, and 
all the pubs. around 
‘Trafalgar Square, 

Oh, with roburite, and 
melinite, and nitro gly- 
cerine, 

And dynamite, and bal- 
listite, aml blasting 
Kelatine, 

Awd fulminating mer- 


eury, and fulminating 
vokt 


“pit: 


Helen: 2 
Lerry Linp. 


JRSSIK Bonn, 


We'll blow the new Milleonium in and blow away the old.” 

Rather smart, that, I fancy. 

Miss Jessie Bond has not such a good part as she had in Ud dane 
Old Staire at the Vaudeville, but what shedons pleases her audience 
ightily, and she is a great acquisition to the company. In her 
. beginning “Children, train your parents well, While you still 
ore young,” she is very good, and the second verse goes like this : 

“When your mother wears a dress far too tightly laced 

Tell her it is foolishness so to pinch her waist. 

If she strngzles to be youthful, state her age in manner truthful ; 

‘Tell her friends, in acceuts winning, that her hair is quickly thinning. 
Teach her how to spend her time, quote her some {improving rhyme 
Uut of Dr. Watts or Keble, like a true enfant terrible.” 

As the critics say, there is a good Gilbertian flavour about this. 

Certainly the “new humour” of the new burlesque is very 
different to 
that that 
answered in 
the days of 

Byron and 
when 
puns were 
so much de- 
Seger on; 
ut perhaps 
the old style 
had this ad- 
vantage— 
the authors 
wrote parts 
for the 
actors, and 
did not 
leave it to 
them to fill 
u pa. 

y he worst 
of the latter 
plan is that 
all actors 
fare not as 

uick as 

rthur 
Roberts at 
the work, 
and though 
they may 
improve on 
their parts 


Sir Reldan Tapeleigh: 
ARTUUR PLAYFaAIR, 


Lit>spoof: 
G. GrossMITH, Jun. 


in course of time it takes a precious long time, occasionally, 
‘ : re they do it. However, go to Go ang,and you will laugh. 
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A BIT TOO SMART. 

A Goon deal of useful knowledge has been dug out and put into 
elo for the benefit of nations yet unborn during the past few 

undred yeara, and one often comes acroas young people who 
really seem to have it all committed to memory, Now, e other 
Saturday afternoon—the day of the Boat Race—there was a simple 
looking young man standing, with a great fat slee ing baby in his 
arms, Just outside a large linendraper's, wherea “ Boring Clearance 
Sale” was on, in Oxford Street. The baby was happily dreamin 
of being lost in a jungle of barley-sugar, flanked by vast seas o 
condensed milk and streams of peppermint spasm-syrup; he 
wanted nobody's apmparhy. The young man was not, perhaps, so 
greatly at his ease. He “ wore a worried look.” 

“'Kre y'are, sir, r'sult o’ the Boat Race—speshul !” cried a newa- 
boy, offering him a Sar ; but he pettishly told the boy to clear off. 

“Have a Pall Mall, mister?" urged another urchin. “Full 
account o’ Mister Gladstone shootin’ Niagara Falls in a four- 
wheeler—extry!" but he only scowled at the boy and t 
away with his precious burden. 

A couple of racing men, who had missed the last train to 
Kempton Park and had been standing talking. outside the public- 
house at the corner for quite twenty minutes, grinned as they 
heard the young man repulse the newspaper boys. 

“This cove's a fair jay,” exclaimed one; “let’s ‘ave a bit 
of a beano with 'im.” ereupon they walked up. 

“That's a ‘andsome kid,” said one, addressing the young man ; 
“where did ye get it?” 

“A lady who has gone into the draper's asked me to hold it for 
her,” replied the young man, with a sigh full of regret. 

“Why, you blooming Juggins!” exclaimed the smart fellow in 
the check suit, “she’s made a reg'lar tool of you. She's deserted 
that kid—it's a game as old as ‘Olborn ‘Ill. You'd better take it 
to Mary’bone Lane P'lice Station.” 

“Oh, no I sha'n't,” said the baby-carrier, “I don’t believe she's 
deserted it—although she’s been nearly an hour, and said she 
wouldn't be ten minutes.” 

tl ae don't, eh? You're a bigger chump than I took you to 


% 
“T can’t help that,” snickered he with the baby, “I b’lieve she'll 
come back.” 
Such blind faith was pitiable; the two racing men made no 
attempts to conceal their laughter, 
“Well, look ‘ere, softy,” said the one who had first spoken, “I'll 
bet you a quid she don’t come back for it, there?” 
“T'll bet you—if you'll allow a third party to hold the stakes,” 
replied the young man. 
he oon at the corner, on fixed point duty, wasn't quite 
sure whether it waa incompatible with his duty, but a promise of 
half a crown, whichever side won, put that square, and each 
eed & sovereign. 
reely had this been done than a amart, plump young woman 
of perhaps twenty-five emerged from the linendraper’s, laden with 
innumerable boxes and parcels, ~ 
“Oh, Sam, dear, I thought I should nerer get served,” she 
exclaimed to the young man, whose countenance brightened up 
artes ie “ Here, give me the baby, I dessay he’s made your arms 
ache 
He handed her the baby. The two sporting gents looked at one 
another in disgust, and then, without a word, turned back into the 
public-house, As the bobby handed the two sovereigns to the 
abit Tome father, and received the promised half-crown, he 
remarked that he hadn't seen anything quite so neat since his 
stepmother'’s three-guinea funeral. 


eee 


IT MINIMISES YOU. 
WHAT time, with well-trained face and mien, 
And accents tinely rolled, 
You've to your friend, with gusto keen, 
A right good story told— 
Then, if your hearer does not roar 
With mirth, and screech, and squeal, 
But says, “* I’ve heard that yarn before,” 
How small it makes you feel. 


What time you make a pal repair 
lutoa ing ken, 

To stand him treat, and bellow there 
For two Scotch whiskies—then, 

If on you comes like lightning flash 
The thought (‘neath which you reel) 

That in your purse you've got no cash, 
How small it makes you feel. 


What time, o’erwhelmed by love, you fall 
At Angelina's feet, 

And for her hand and heart withal 

> ie n amorous — entreat— di 
ni your rear, with vengeance 

Arrive, while there ipo kneel, a 

The beetle-crushers of her sire, 
How sinall it makes you feel. 


ed 


ONLY LAST GOOD FRIDAY! 

THEY were married only last Good Friday, had spent the honey- 
moon newly-enamelling the paint in their West Central flat, and, 
having settled down to earn 2 Dunmow Flitch, were never going 
to have » wry word with one another. He was just about to start 
to the city, and, replacing the black and purring kitten on the 
hearthrug after brushing up his hat, he wrapped his flexible arms 
around his wife to bid her good-bye. 

“Good-bye, good-bye, ownest own,” she exclaimed. “Oh that 
we may ever part like this, and never—never in anger.” 

“ Of course not, silly little puss, of course not. Whatever put 
such a horrid idea into my little pussie’s noddle?” 

“Don’t say ‘noddle,’ sweetest, it isn’t like my hero—only I was 
thinking how indescribably awful it would be if one of us should 
ever—oh, I dare not think of it even—speak harshly one to 
another!" 

“ Bitterly impossible, pussie ; even such a thought is sacrilege. 
ida! its boy a last kiss—on his mouf, not on his nose—that’s 

t. Bye-bye!” 

“Not good-bye, dar-ling, good morning ; we will never say good- 
bye—oh, and that reminds me, f want you to call at the library for 
me—" 

“Well—er—if I've time——” 

“Time 2? Oh, Egbert!” 

“Why, what's the matter now, puss?” . 

“Fancy saying if you have time—to me, Oh, this is too—” 

“Well, my «darling, don't you see I'm rather late as it is, and 
we're 80 busy —” 

“Too busy to please me, Egbert? Oh, how can you hurt my 
feelings so?” 

‘My dear child, I—” 

“I'm not a child, Egbert, I'm a married woman, and I—” 

“There, there, my pet. be 

“No, Egbert, no. If 1 was your ‘pet’ you'd t-t-try to—" 

“Oh, lor, Eugenia, do be sensible 7f you can, I'll swear— " 

“ That's it, begin swearing, before we've been married a fortnight, 
too! Break my heart—go on.” 

* Look here, this is a bit too ballyhooly nonsensical, Surely——” 

“You may swear if you chouse? I'm getting used——” 

“To awearing? I'm not surprised—that low-bred, blackguardly 
horse-racing brother of yours let off a little of it, I suppose!” 

“Tow dare vou, sir?) My brother never swore, nor is he a black- 
guard. nor as fow-bred as some people T could——" 

“That's it, now be personal—it suits voun——” 

“Then it’s more than you do, by a deuced long chalk !” 

ng! 

Then he slams the door behind him, and, striding along ina 
deuce of a temper viciously clouts the head of the first street-boy he 
encounters whistling Harry Randall’s “ Ours isa‘appy, ‘appy ‘ome.” 


8 
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THE SPOOFING OF SHERLOC KHOMES. 


—_—— 


First, let me admit that I, Dr. Fatson, am the thickest-headed, 
dullest-witted, toad-eating dog in all Christendom—or out of it, 
for that matter. 

Yet this does y 
not hinder me,’ 
from sitting at 
the feet of the 
mighty Sherloc 
Khomes and gro- 
velling before his 
Gigantic intellect. 

yhy should it? 

looked in at 
his house in Bun- 
kum Street on 
Thursday morn- 
ing last. For 
five weeks he had 
been sitting mo- 
tionless before 
his study _ tire, 
ley ae in an 
old ket dress- 
ing - gown and 
smoking infinite 
tobacco, Faugh! 
The whole street 
reeked with the 
perfume of mild 
returns, and what 
did duty for an 
atmosphere with- 
in his room would 
have poisoned an 
Ethiopian. 

“Wot cher?” 
1 cried, briskly, gasping for breath as I entered his sanctum. 

“ Fatson,” he said, coldly, merely glancing at me from beneath 
his veiled eyelids and totally ignoring my warm salutation, “you 
have been eating onions, you require a clean handkerchief, and 
you are suffering acute bodily discomfort.” 

Accustomed as I was to his lightning inductiveness, this trio of 
startling truths fairly appalled me, and I proceeded to grovel 
abjectly before him. 

Apparently mollitied by my fawning, he condescended to explain. 
“Your breath accounts for the first fact; a particularly dirty 
‘wipe’ protruding from your breast-pocket suggests the second ; 
while the third declares itself by reason of the marks of recent 
flea bites upon your neck, and 2 furtive wriggling of the spinal 
column, This latter item, by-the-by, would imply that the flea in 
question is still lunching. You should try Keating, Doctor.” 

Ere I could re- 
yl, n double 

nock imperious- 
ly smote the 
panels of the 
door. 

“Enter!” hiss- 
ed Sherloc, 
slightly elevating 


“Wot ch'er ?" I cried, briskly. 


vidual appeared 
on the threshold. 

Scarcely giving 
his visitor time to 
remove his_ hat, 
Khomes, without 
apparently glanc- 
ing at him, glibly 
SE oes 

ou 

for breakfast this 
morning ; youlive 
unhappily with 
your wife; you 
are not entirel 
unconnected with 
the milk trade; 
you are more ac- 
customed to sit 
than to stand; 
and you are about 
to present me with a Bank of England note.” 

“Which facts are explained —" queried the stranger. 

“By the simple process of inductive reasoning,” returned 
Khomes, grandiloquently. “ But I will descend to your level and 
stoop to withdraw the veil of mystery. That you had eggs for 
fronktant this morning is proved by the portions of shell and yolk 
which yet adorn your beard ; that the grey mare ix the better horse 
the ‘ten commandments’ upon your cheeks silently proclaim ; 
the chalk upon your coat eloquently explains your connection with 
the milk trade; that you sit a great deal is amply demonstrated 
by the baggy condition of your trousers at the knees; while the 
bulky pocket-book in your hand implies a fee to be tendered in 
advance—probably a ten-pound note." . 

“Inductive rot!” chirped the visitor, easily. “I had fish for 
breakfast this morning. It is ten days since I tasted an egy, 
though, certain- 
ly, I have not 
washed since 
then. Being a 
bachelor, the 
scratches upon 
my face come 
from caressing 
the cat, while 
the fact of my 
niece, who is a 
ballet-girl, em- 
bracing me last 
night, explains 
the presence of 
chalk upon my 
coat. The trou- 
sers I am wear- 
ing belong to 
my brother-in- 


@ You had eggs for breakfast.” 


law, and” — 
stretching his 
legs widely 


apart and 
flourishing a 
blue printed 
form in our 
faces — “J'rr 
called for the 
water rate, 
sonny!” 

“ Spoofed 1" 

sped Sherloc 

<homes ; “and . ; 

at my own game!” The pipe fell from his relaxed jaw, and, with- 
out a groan, he sank wearily upon the floor, an inductive corpse. 

Afterall, he “never will be missed.” At his best he was but 
atilabby disciple of Kdgar Allen Poe's! 


“Tve callen for tie water rate, sonny !” 
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“Don't think I carol for 
Hampstead Heath much on 


Ny \ 


Kaster Monday. ‘Arries were 
. : Tramp. "E\p a pore out-o'-work stone-cracker, me lord, an’ save tifal, ‘tis Tone, but Albert 
“A tor! Why, Clara, I did not think there was any- “iin, bless yer ! were scarce, 
MEETING HIM HALF WAY. thing ie with your lungs.” “There is not, dear; but Mr. Stumpy (hit hard on the Stock Exchange). Wm! our positions I was quite 4 nted.”— 
“ My dear fellow, could you oblige me——” “Why, my boy, I am going to meet Charlie this evening, and he is letting his are curiou-ly alike, my good man; you're a broken down stone- Extract from Letter of Youn 
it's the very thing 1 was going to ask you for! moustache grow again.” cracker, and I'm a cracked up stoney-broker. Lady. 


Salta oy oidlrse oho led to receive photographs from those 
i of her rip bemnaretshed tompel pg sins aklbesy 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


Columbus, was over, and the Lyric Theatre was deserted now.” “Stay, my lord, stay!” cried A. SLOPER, “for I see by your dislangay mr 
save where a bright patch of light shone down on the centre of the you are of noble birth—but yet that gait! Fence not with me, Edwin.” Witha 

ere he left, to turn it off. All had gone shriek Mr. Lonnen ,and personage, 
sud- gain remarking, “He won't know me, now.” “Shallaballa, Botui Bay!” said 


ho was now crossing the stage for that purpose, when ag 
bathed in the full ogee of the gpa barring his wa: A. SLOPER, who speaks every language under the sun ; “but yet, on the other hand, 
" nen, re me se 


HABA 


No. 382.—Miss MaRIZ MANSFORD. 


A ery 
“SLOPER ‘- at least, that is—surely my eyes do not deceive me—Teddy ! r. Lonnen re-shrieket 
A. SLOPER, for it was indeed “But a short time ago I inter- and in bol! id pted to pass A. SLOPER disguised as O’Hoolegan pure and 
particulars se last week's “ H.-H. simple, as a Tar, as Teddy Driver, with his Rum ti, tum ti, each 
am here time with the vain hope that A. SLOPER would not w him NOW. Certainly 


gicomy recesses # how scenery. Edwin, I to pe 
= perish!" “Not so, 7a. ont SS bebe le ape plemented ocntieaghprent dl ergyeripri 
corse. All other exits are c! ae true!” e t was too much for him. To be brief, the clever-actor hail at I:uwt 
Mr. Lonnen. “What shaliI do? Let methink. I haveit! I togivein. “SLOPER,” said he,“the game's up; but before you interview ine,a worl 
must ek 0 Bocegae, Se wate detective. Disguised, 1 may yet in your ear. ‘Ave a drop along o° me, won't yer?” (TEN MINUTES ALLOWRD FoR 
“Oh, prithee, say my passion is not hopeless.” —Lord Bod, escape!” Then “SLopgER, I give in! One moment, I have left my ker- REFRESHMENT.) “The interview now is an impossibility!” cried Mr. Lonnen, 
chief in my dressing-room.” Hardly had he when a fair-whiskered tourist posing triumphantly on A. SLOPER, as speechless yct beautiful he lay. “This being 
“A fairer maid these eyes have ne'er beheld." — The Hon. Billy. appeared, and was making his way out, to himself,“ He wont know me = thus, I will leave bim for the sweeper in the morning. Aud now for Lome!” 


THE ELDER !1S CRUEL. 


“A love like mine must surely win the day.” —The Dook Snook. 


WA 


(1) “I'm wearin’ awa, McNab; it’s naething but the Agricultural (2) “Ye secm tne tak’ a deal o° hot water an’ sugar wi’ yer Agricultural 
Depression—naething but this awfu’ Agricultural Depression.” Depression, McSwiue, and it smells suspueciously like toddy, 


| 


(3) “Here's a depression tae act as an anslidote tae the ither ane, McSwine, ma bonny Cheil,” 
and the Elder cruelly buried the ferule of his Sabbath umbrelly in Swine’s diaphrayi. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The Easter Holidays are over at last, and I, for one, am not sorry for it. Easter never wasa joyfully each other greet :—In spite of battle, turmoil, din, The noble Earl is bound to win:—The 
favourite of mine, I always associate it with colds, rheumatics, bronchitia, and other similar com. ‘volunteer reciew this year, Was quite successful, s0 I hear:—To the Palace, flowers of Spring, 
plaints. The fact is, Easter generally comes too carly in the year. On we go.—Clarke's conduct Many scores of people bring :—Dustributed as we here see, Received by poverty with glee :—Well, 
proved, without a duubt, That cycle stealing’s not p'ayed out :—Cries Juhnny Burns, “ Down with -bye, friends, for 7 another few days. Next week I be again pleased to solicit your 
the Peers!” At which Lord Salisbury laughs and sneers:—The Japanese in numbers meet, And nd patronage—THE SLOPERIAN SLIOWMAN, 


SARCASTIC. 


a 
Taree Visttor. I am a collector of small debts, and I 
callel-— 
it ee fen eee imams © three eoomde, or I paint the pavement 
ith you 
Mngt boc vesi dpe T’ve called to return you the 


Suspicious 
Giver you lent Mr, D'Oofiess 1A 
( Brown hadn't a kick left tn him after that. 


Wa. “ay \ 
DEDICATED TO MILLIE HYLTON. 
(The modern Don Juan.) 

Song and dance—“ Linger-ée longer, Loo.” 


=SRtys| 


Old Skunner-Flindt. Aw—my wife insists upon my going 
7% With her toa fancy dress ball ; just show me the cheapest and 
Gy Most effective dress you've got. 
Costumter. Certainly, sir. Here it is, Golfing costume of 
eds, two shillings only. Remarkably effective at the 
ice, 


THE NEAREST PUB. FOR TEN MILES. 
Poor Log 


“Tsay, guani, do you think if I got out and walked I should catch the train on in front?” gins | Le deserved a better fate. 


i vi 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


Se 


TUR fair sex has unquestionably been grossly libelled. It has 
becn a generally accepted theory, which every writer has fostered, 
that women are invariably super. 
stitious ; and, lo! here we find, at 
the last dinner of the Thirteen 
Club, that quite a number of ladies 
were present, who not only walked 
under the club ladder witheut 
flinching, but spilt salt, crossed 
knives, wore peacocks’ feathers, 
and generally revelled in setting 
established superstition at defi- 
ance. Oh, gallant, intrepid fair 
ones, ye have, indeed, cast back 
the lie in the slanderers’ tecth ! 
a 
Apvices from Chica state 
that Miss Lottie Collins has 
sprained her ankle and is unable 
to appear on the stage. If the 
sprightly lady still chortles that 
famous, but now happily seldom 
heard ditty, “Ta-ra-ra,” the acci- 
dent is not without its comforts to 
the Yanks, .° 


IN spite of the fact that the 
billiard season is fast drawing toa 
close, A. SLOPER seems to be as 
far as ever from knocking John 
Roberts off his championship 
verch. The latter gentleman has 

itherto treated A. SLOPER'S chal- 
lenge, offering to play any man in 
the world fifty up forthe championship and two of “ Unsweetened ” 
aside, with silent contempt. It is now too late. The marker at the 
Blue Pig has accepted the Eminent’s challenge. J. Roberts must 
put up with the consequences, a. 


THE Lord Mayor has been urging upon merchants and others 
the necessity of giving their clerks and employees generally ample 
opportunity during the daytime for drill and ritle practice. This 
ought to make the Volunteer service more popular, as there are 
many who would be only too glad to escape from a stuffy oftice 
and seck the breezy plains whereon the citizen soldier learns to 
pot the enemy in case of invasion, Some discrimination will have 
to be exercised, however, or we shall have the Oftice-Boy saying, 
every fine morning, “Oh, please, sir, can I ‘ave the day horf, as 
I've got to join my regiment to-day at Bisley?” 

es 


* 

A WRriTER in a ladies’ paper rays that the modern girl is lavish. 
ing her atection at present upon big specimens of the canine 
species—boarhounds, mas- 
tiffs, St. Bernards, and 
other colossal animals, 
Time was when the fair 
xex doted only upon white 
mice, canaries, Persian 
cats, or nt most a toy ter- 
rier, or King Charles, but 
something big is widely 
the rage now, and bless 
you! what girl would be 
out of the fashion 2 


. 

THE Mildewed Mound 
has this day conferred the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
Tom WOOTTWELL, because 
he’s a capital comedian, 
“Feyther,” chirruped the 
Azure-Orbed, “ dostcall to 3 
mind as it were Tom wot 
fust had the pluck to im- 
personate you on the 
music-'alls? Now, when a 
cove ‘as to make up as a 
bald -‘eaded, tatur - nosed, 
big-footed scarecrow like 
yo——” But here the Aged 
recovered from the shock 
of this unexpected and 
unwarrantable insult, and 
once again the piercin: 
shrieks of the Blue-Kyec : 
awoke the Batterscan echoes. That boy is absolutely incorrigible. 


s 
THE Duke of Cambridge has returned safe and sound from 
the inspection of the garrison at Gibraltar, and resumed his duties 
as Commander-in-Chief at the War Office. _It is understood, 
advantage was taken of 11.R.H.’s temporary absence to have the 
historic gingham re-covered and repaired, 


s 
THE fact of the Peers being in such bad odour in the Country has 
not, up to the present, affected the engagement between Tootsie 
Sloper and Lord Bob. Lord Bob, though, is eating humble pie 
daily, whilst Miss Tootsie is waiting the development of events 
before committing herself in one way or another. 


s 

HAVE we already found a man ig ag of filling the place left 
vacant in the ranks of dramatists by the death of r Henry 
Pettitt? It 

Reems rather 
like it. The 
Cotton King 
has caught 
on wonder. 


serves every 
; credit for 
turning out 
so excellent 
/ » play at a 
first at- 
tempt. The 
piece is pow- 
erfully writ- 
ten, and 
thrilling 
situations 
are almost as 
plentiful as 
plums in au- 
tumn. Ital- 
most goes 
without say- 
ing that the 
drama is 
well cast. The Lrothers Gatti are too well versed in their profes- 
sion to spoil a dish for a‘a'porth of salt. In the company. there- 
fore, we find such names as Charles Warner, Arthur Williams, 
Chas. Cartwright, Alma Stanley and Marion Terry, These artistes 
work splendidly together, and their efforts goa long way in making 
the play the success it is, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


As is its invariable custom at Bank Holiday time, the Pavilion has 
Jnunched out into a fine and large new programme, embracing over 
twenty-four capital 
turns. Now that the 
termination of pan- 
tomime engage- 
ments have freed 
most of the variety 
stars, we expect 
something good 
from the Pav., and 
the dear old place 
has not disappointed 
us, Turn to the ad- 
vertising columns 
of your daily papers 
an ey will read 
the full list of all 
those talented ones 
who dance, warble, 
juggle, etc., for the 
edification of pa- 
trons, a list too 
lengthy to set forth 
here. The Pavilion 
Bank Holiday pro- 
gramme _ leaves no- 
thing tu be desired, 


s 

WANTED, a re- 
liable antidote to 
hot cross buna, = £5 
reward will be given 
for reliable recipe. Address: The Hon. Billy, “The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C, 

ss 


CJ 
Dr. LASKER and Mr. Steinitz have made a statement to the 
effect that the chess match in which they are at present engaged 
is for the championship of the world. For cool audacity this 
about takes the cake. If anyone is entitled to wear the laurel 
wreath of the chess world it is A. SLOPER. Not only does he play 
blindfolded, but he has been known to cope successfully with a 
dozen or two masters of the game when quite blind drunk, Can 
either Lasker or Steinitz produce such credentials? 
ss 


a 

Yet another behindhand subscription to “Ally Sloper's 
Christmas Appeal” has been received from Atkin’s Band, Fermoy. 
The amount (2s. Gd.) will be carried forward to our next Appeal. 

ss 
* 

From an authentic source we learn that Sir Augustus Harris 
has just concluded an agreement with James Corbett for the latter 
to appear at the National 
Theatre immediately upon his 
arrival in England. Now, this 
arrangement seems to us a 
little hard on Londoners gene- 
rally, the majority of whom 
have, through the medium of 
the newspapers, had a thor- 
ough sickener of James, to- 
gether with the remainder of 
his fraternity. The mere fact 
of his visiting London at all is 
quite bad enough ; but when ! i 
a@ popular theatrical manager oe ball | 
insists upon us accepting him 2 ( Kl * 
as a full-blown actor of the 
melodrama, or any other type, 
we are quite justified in pro- 
testing against the iniquity of 
the thing. For James Corbett 
as a prize-fighter we may find 
some excuse, but as an actor— 
never! °° 


{ 
AFTER 8 most remarkably .) - 
successful run at the Lyceum fi = 
Theatre, Cinderella has de- * 
parted, or is on the eve of ~ 
departure, from these shores 
for New York, together with 
Oscar Barrett and the majorly 
of the igcoms company. hat its fate will be on the other side 
of the silvery streak it is difficult to surmise. The American idea 
of English tomime is, to say the least, vague. They do not 
quite comprehend it. The style of humour contai in our 
average Pantomime is entirely foreign to their stage. Perhaps 
Oscar Barrett may succeed in educating the Yankee taste to this 
class of fun, though we for our own part doubt it. 
ss 
s 

A RUMODR is current in financial circles, that Mr. Sweppy Tit- 
marsh has been requested to send in his resignation of the post of 
treasurer to the Ball’s Pond Banditti. Very grave charges, it is 
stated, will be preferred against him, not altogether unconnected 
with an unauthorised loan, amounting to twopence ha'penny 
sterling, to Mr. Lurcher Geeson, but, at present, no authoritative 
statement has been made, ders of Larks! may, however, 
anticipate a startling announcement on the subject shortly, with 
every degree of contidence. os 

s 


WITH the approach of spring the ever young and beaming one 
known to the world as A, SLOPER seems more frisky than ever. 
He, in fact, seems at pre- 
sent to be suffering from 
® severe attac of X., 
“second childhood.” ty 
Pads as pouring out 4 

mpromptu spring verse (4 
by the yard and makin & 

rs. Sloper’s hair stan , 
on end by the force of 
his eloquence, he is to be 
found gambolling in a 
lamb-like manner with 
Snatcher in the 

arden of the Mil- 
deweries. It is lucky 
for some of us that 
spring comes but once a 
year. If it occurred 
more often the rational 

portion of the British 
ublic would, at any 
rate, lose its A. SLOPER. 


s 

A GENTLEMAN, evi- 
dently a Liberal, has 
written us a rather tem- 
pestnous letter, upbraid- 
ing the Tories for what he 
terms usurping the mod- 
est little Primrose. e 
seems tothink thatArchi- 
bald Primrose Rosebery, 
the present Premier, has first claim upon the flower. He then goes on 
to ask us whether we cannot suggest rome flower by meansof which 
Gladstone's memory can be for ever kept green in the minds of his 
admirers, Well, this seemed to us rather a poser at first. But the 
vin eame to our rescue at last. What price the “Sweet 

iNiam 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING 71H APRIL, 1894, 
a el 


ist A 1888.—A newspaper of this date says: “The 
French eet lately issued an advertisement to the follow. 
ing effect ; ‘Wanted, for an island lying in the vicinity of Noumea, 
which is peopled by French emigrants, 100 young women, who 
wish to enter into the state of matrimony.’ The inducements set 
forth were that intended brides should not only be provided with 
a free passage, but receive from the Government a dot of 100 francs 
cach. Ina very short time,as may be readily supposed, the 10) 
requisite young women were found ; and a ship was chartered by 
the Government to convey them to their destination. This curious 
shipload was composed for the most part of highly respectable 
irls, including among them representatives of almost every trade, 
teachers, dresemakers, milliners, cooks, barmaids, laundresses, 
etc., all figure on the liat.” 


2nd A 1885.—Mr. R. R. Christophers, for many years 
secretary of Tattersall's Subscription Room, died this morn- 
ing, after a brief illness. Mr. Christophera, who was once the 
owner of some well-known racehorses, including Plebeian, Discord, 
and Madeira, was in his 71st year. 


8rd April, 1866.—The derivation of the word wig is not 
generally known, It is a corruption of the French perruque ; 
which was Anglicised into perwicke. Fairholt, the artist anc 
antiquary, who published “Costume in England,” 1846, etc., and 
who died on the above date, quotes an entry from the privy purse 
expenses of Henry VIII., where in mber, 1529, there is a 
charge of twenty shillings “for a perwyke for Sextor, the King’s 
fool.” Fuller has it spelt perewake, which in colloquial parlance 
became periwig, and this was contracted into wig. 


4th April 16064 remarkable discovery was made this day, 
at the Cathay Yard of the Taff Vale Railway, Cardiff. A largeelm- 
tree, apparently solid, was being sawn through, when right in the 
centre a hollow was found, 8 feet long and 74 inches in diameter, 
filled with a honey-bee comb well preserved. A squirrel’s skull 
was*also found. No sign of decay was visible in the tree, and 
around the entire contents there was fifty years’ growth. 


65th A 1828.—This day the Teleareph Coach, on its way 
from Shettield to Chesterfield, took fire by the friction of the 
wheels, There were many passengers (with a considerable quantity 
of luggage), none of whom sustained any injury, nor was much 
damage done, owing to the activity and attention of the ceachman, 
Another coach was procured from Sheftield, and the passengers 
forwarded through Chesterfield with an additional pair of horses 
to Derby, and returned to Sheffield the same night about tive hours 
later than usual, 


6th April, 1828.—“ A great deal has been written respecting 
Queen Anne's farthings,” says 2 paper of this date, “and within 
these few days we have learned that in the ruins of Reading Abbey, 
last week, was found that curious coin the silver penny of Edward I, 
computed to be tive hundred and seventy years old. A greater 
curiosity in the farthing way has just come to light. It is a gold 
farthing of his present Majesty's reign, struck froma dye at the 
loyal Mint, nobody knows how, and of the weight of a suvercign. 
The ofticers of the Mint have no knowledge whatever of it. 


7th April, 1828.—About cight o'clock this evening as two 
men, the father and son, named Coote, were returning from Newry 
with two carts laden, they were attacked near Armagh by a number 
of ruftians with stones, and left for dead. Before they attacked the 
unoffending men they asked them did they belong to Verner or to 
Brownlow, and being answered that “they knew neither of them, 
and that they did not understand the question,” they then asked them 
were they Protestants, and this being answered in the aftirmative, 
was a sufficient warrant for the bigoted cowards to commence the 
work of death, When thes conceived they had accomplished their 
bloody task, they raised their victims to their knees, but finding 
life not yet extinct, the wretches, after making them curse King 
William and bless the Pope, poured on them another volley, and, 
taking for granted that their auto da fe was then fully accomplished, 
by the extermination of two heretics, they decamped. 


WHAT STOPS ME. 
I'D sing the praises of my queen 
In poetry impassioned, 
In glowing sentimental terms, 
And phrases neatly fashioned. 


The highest realms of I 
With easy grace would climb to; 
But, oh, alas! she’s got a name 
I cannot find a rhyme to, 


A WOMAN'S LOVE. 

A WOMAN'S love! Petar in the whole length and breadth of 
this grand old country (still including Ireland) there is nothing 
more glorious than a woman in whose breast the first fire of love 
is burning. She isa poem, writ in golden curls, “ Liberty” silks 
and magnanimous principles. Her path is one of delicious Toses ; 
her words tloat upon the ear like music from a seraphic piano- 
organ. Her intluence and generosity restrain the vicious, 
strengthen the weak, heal the sick, raise the lowly, flannel-shirt 
the heathen and buck-up the faint-hearted. Wherever you find 
the Woman that Loves you also find a welcome fireside, shirts 
with buttons on them, music, tender influences and milk pyisdings. 
She is the flower of humanity, a Venus in divinity, and her 
inspiration is the breath of heaven. 

And just such an one stood gathering primroses by the side of 
the London and South Midland line, where it runs through the 
meadows at Lower Hazelhatchamhurst, when the 4.59 passed the 
otherafternoon. The rear-guard was a newly enlisted employe, and 
a tall, good-looking fellow, with a blue eye, nut-brown beard, and 
fo 8 flush on his pale cheeks. He saw the beauteous maiden 
ingering there after his train had rumbled past, and he waved his 
hand to her. She smiled sweetly and waved her hand in return. 
Then the young guard waved his hand more violently, but she was 
not in the least bit abashed, and waved her hand more violently, 
too. As the 4.59 rounded the curve, and became more indistinct 
to the dear girl, the young guard wns waving his hand more 
frantically than ever, whilst she—bless her pretty eyes !—was dis- 
engaging the blue ribbon that bound her hair the better to signal 
him a fluttered parting Kive. 

Then——well, just about then, the 5.13 from Waterlooston came 
sigzing along !!! a 

* . ° ° e e 

Seventeen wecks afterwards the young rear-guard was taken 
to her bedside at the little Cottage Hospital. She waa still one 
mass of splints, stitches and surgical bandages; but she knew he 
was coming. and she faintly opened her eyes. 

“Is she well enough for me to speak to her?” he asked ; and 
they told him she was. “You've on'y got yerself to blame for 
this,” said he. “Couldn't yer see me a-wavin’ of my ‘and like # 
semmyphore for yer to git orf of the bloomin’ line?” 

_ She only shut her eyes, and a low, faint sigh passed out of her 


ips, 
She'd mistaken his signals! 
+. 


Ewery Wednesday. Twmopence. 


JUDY. 
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FASHIONABLE DANCING. 


the most popular form of ball-room dancing. 
[Waltsing ag nineteen out of twenty-four dances were waltzes.) 


AiR: “After the 
wat 


THERE'S always a 
fashion 

For each sort of 

Tis but 5 passi 

Tis but a on 
Which soon ends its 
fling. 

The new style in danc- 


At a recent 


—m 


a7 Hay “ a@ont sels 
uns cance this ure 
als unfashionable ~, 


Qe 


ng 
Is now loved by all ; 
‘Tis the waltz entranc- 


ing 
Now at the ball. 


Cnorvus. 
When to the ball a 
rover, 
When at the balla 
star, 
All waltzers will be 
in clover, 
And much above 


_— 
For quadrilles, or 
schottische,or 


lancers, 
M.C.’s now seldom 


call ; 
The waltz is beluved by the dancers 
At every ball. 


A DISAPPOINTMENT. 


‘Twas dusk. The shades of night were fast bar over the 
Jain of Clapham, and a drawing of blinds, and general illumination 
of windows, showed that the occupants of the neighbouring villas 
vere lighting up for the evening. 

Lut there was one exception, 

in the dainty apres 3 room of a tasty Queen Anne, a youth and 
maiden ait in the tender gloaming. The tlickering firelight cust 


warm glow upon their faces; but even by its uncertain light 
t aay & 
oy Mar. 
"daxddenty he broke alengthy silence. “Er—Miss Fanny,” he said, 
“T wanted to ask you—er— 


seen that the youth was handsome, the maiden pass- 


‘ith a tremor in his voice, 
“ Yos, Mr. Quillby,” 
aid the maiden, en- 
ouragingly, 

“IL wanted to ask 
ou—cr—that is, if 
ou can cook 2” 
Something almost 
«u sigh of relief 


1 think every girl 
ught to know that.” 
“Ah, you do,” he 
nid, evidently taking 
ourage; “and — er 
suppose a_ girl 
uzht to know how to 
nage asmall estab- 
shment with only 
ne servant—that is, 
1 .agirl who is 
i to get married, 


ae 

A damask blush had suffused Fanny's beauteous countenance. 

~O4, of course,” she cried, “of course.” 

“ And—er—she should have some knowledge of darning, and be 

yle to sew buttons on a stiffly-starched shirt, should she not?” 

~ Well—er—yer, perhaps ro, Mr. Quillby.” 

* And she ought not ® object to her husband smoking?” 

* Decidedly not.” 

. Or stopping out a little late occasionally when he feels inclined ?” 

* No-o-0.” 

“And she should always have a pleasant face, and a nice little 

eal waiting for him when he comes home tired and hungry?” 

“Why, yes, Mr. Quillby ; how can you ask?” . 

* And she should keep his clothes in order, and audit the trades- 

ben's mis and sce that the expenditure is kept within her husband's 
ns 


» Mr. Quillby, I think she should be able to do all that.” 

nk you, very much,” he enid, warmly, “do you know you've 
ken quite a load off my mind?” 

“I'm so glad,” she said, softly. “And—er—isn't there anything else 
vu'd like to ask me, Geo—Mr. Quillby, are me quite sure?” 

Oh, certain, thanks,” he responded, briskly. “You've told me 
II wanted to know. You see, I’ve got to write an article for my 
‘per on “The Duties of a Wife,” adi wanted to make quite sure 
hist I'd got the heads of it all there, you know.” 

And it was a full five minutes before Fanny could master her 
pivtion sufficiently to ring for the lights. 


_— So 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
BARBARA LANFRANC. 
WHEN thy songs have 
been sung 
With mellitluous tongue, 
There be flowers to thee 
flung 
Ry each eager encorist, 
Till the stage is all strewn 
With bouquets to thee 
thrown, 
So thou well mayst be 


known 
As the Friend of the 
Florist. 
When thou's finished thy 


part, 
laa each dude (of whose 


eart 
Thou has made Cupid's 
dart 


An etticient impaler) 
Followsafter thee, dressed 
In such togs of the best, 
That it well may be 


gue 
Thou'rt the Friend of 
the Tailor, 


But it suits thee to scoff 
At the brain - lacking 
“ toff,” 
And thou packest him off 
With contemptuons tongue : 
Then, in eorrowlul plight, 
All the toffs get »o tight, 
That thy praise I would write 
As the Friend of Old Bung! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— ta 


ILFRACOMBE, March 18th, 1894. 
DEAR SLOPER,—Very many thanks for the paragraph, also the 
“Award of Merit,” which I shall highly prize. I ought to have 
replied before, but pressure of business has prevented it (all solici- 
tors say this as an excuse). I am on the look-out for a sharp boy, 
and if the Mildewed's offspring is quarter the man his respected 
sire is, or half as good company ss his representative on the “ Hotel 
case,” send him over by Parcels Post, and I will return him in five 
years’ time a full-blown “limb of the law.” Whenever any of 
post soproseosetives are down here look me up, and if there is any 

un on I will give you the wink. 
Yours, usque ad mortum, 
H, A. GRATTAN BARNETT. 
——.—___. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 

No. 211.—He Goes Hose-Huntina. 

A THOUGHT, thoughts, and half a thought, 
To the Friend of Man there came. 

He would wager eughs, if he only sought 
In the bower of his worthy dame, 

That he there would find a stocking, lined 
With some forty sovs. or tifty : 

For his wife had been, for years seventeen, 
Very canny, and cute, and thrifty. 


An hour, hours, and half an hour, 
With an eye whose beams were bright 

With a search-light’s power, in his lady's bower, 
A. SLOPER sought one night. 

His matron gay was from home away, 
And he sweared a swear most shocking, 

That the home of his birth he would whelm to 


earth 
If he failed to find that stocking. 


A week, weeks, and half a week, 
Must the Musty One moan in bed 

With a broken beak, and a bandaged cheek, 
And a horribly swollen head. 

For the Mildewed Mound, as he crawled around 
(In the manner of crafty creepers) 

On his knees that night, saw the startling sight 
Of the stocking before his pecpers, 


A spree, sprees, and half a spree, 
On the vision of SLOPER rose ; 

But it damped his glee in a trice, to sce 
That the contents of that same hose 

Were no sovs. for him, but a portly “limb"— 
To which he was svon a victim, 

For pe and grim was the way that limb 
Of his wife in the phizog. kicked him, 


A DARK PLOT. 

FATHERS sometimes think that they understand their daughters. 

They don't! 

The world—the female world—is divided between daughters who 
behave well and those who behave badly. 

1 don’t know which particular class of daughters Flossie belonged 
= She was nice, and that’s the most important part of the 

usiness. 

And, of course, she loved someone that her pa did not approve 


of. As a mere matier of insignificant, micruscupic detail, that’s . 


exactly what most girls do do. 

“He shall not put his foot in my house again,” said poor pa. 

His daughter sniffed and touched the tip of her xez ret roussé 
with her belaced handkerchief. That isthe usual way of the modern 
nineteenth century 1894 young creature, with a twenty-one inch 
waist,and a “bun” at the back of her head the size of a crumpet. 

“Oh, pa, how can you be so cruel?” 

Pa frowned. 

“Do J ever play the Roman father? Don't you do what you 
like? Don't 1 give you any amount of moncy to waste on touth 
powder and things at the Civil Service Stores?) Didn't you go to 
Christopher Columbus last week?) And did I object to your wearing 
a divided what’shisname cycling—what d'ye call ems?” 

Flossie sobbed. 

Whenever a girl sobs a little extra, and wipes her eyes, I'm like 
the crocodiles on the Gold Coast when they sve the steam launches 
with the machine guns—rather suspicious. Pa wasn’t, 

“ No one shall come into the house—no man shall,” said pa. 

: Of course he meant the ordinary-visiting, frock-coa' male 
thing. 

“No one to see me or ma?” said Flossie. 

“1 hear that you're going to have the sweep, to-morrow ; p'r’aps 
you had better go and see him. You might be practical for once, 
and see that he doesn’t spoil the drawing-room furniture.” 

“T will,” said Flossie, 

Next morning came. The sparrows chirped in the square. The 
milk cans had not as yet begun to rattle, 

“Sweep, ho!” 

The sweep was admitted, Flossie went down to look after the 
drawing-room furniture. 

She dien’t come back. 

No more did the sweep. 

What do you think? that there particular sweep sas Charley 
Jones—her particular youth ! 

They had bolted. 

A little soot more or less is uscful in an elopement, Pa’s are not 
too sharp, after all. 


THE LAND OF DREAMS. 


OVER our hearts, while the daylight’s here, 
A cloud that is dark and dense 

May hang like a pall on the dead man's bicr, 
And sadden each sorrowing sense, 

But oft through the mist of the midnight hours 
An ethereal sunlight beams, 

And we cheerily tread in effulgent bowers 
While we live in the Land of Dreams. 


Sullen Despair o'er our hearts may creep 
By day ; but the soft, sweet voice 

Of Hope may be borne to our ears in sleep, 
And may bid us once more rejoice, 

Till some night-begot phantom our deeds controls, 
And we soar to successful schemes 

Through the intluence shed on our weary couls 
While we lived in the Land of Dreams. 


Ah, the cynic’s sneers and the stoic’s jeers 
Against dreaming are ill employed, 
And our thanks to heaven shall for dreams be given ; 
For the dreamer's delight, though void, 
Isa healthful ehange from a waking woe, 
And the eye that with tear-drops teems 
Finds a blest relief in its tearless glow, 
While it looks on the Land of Dreams! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


WHAT'S the difference between a barber and a dog-rearer 7—Qne 
can set a razor, the other can raise a setter. 

LIKEWIB8E, between n barber and a dentist ?—One can grind a 
razor, and the other can raise a “ grinder.” 

UNLIMITED Loo is out of fashion nowadays, The rage is un- 
limited “ Linger-Longer-Loo.” . 

Biack Le(ajd: A negro slave dragged along by a chain, 
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CHAPTER III. 


“You area liar, Jim Hardcole! You x!ways were a liar!" 

It was hardly the kind of reception that a man, lingering for 
sympathy, would 
call cordial. The 
words were sid 
without the slight- 
est appearance of 
passion. They were 
apparently a state- 
ment of fact which 
the speaker seemed 
to believe allowed 
of vo controversy, 
and as such the 
person to whom 
they were addressed 
appeared to accept 
them. 

EL leat 
merely shrug; is 
shoulders, and with 
a deprecatory smile, 
said : 

“1 don't see that 
I have lied yet 
when I ain't said 
anything.” 

“You lied when 
you said I would be 
pleased to see you.” 

“I didn't know 
but what you would 
be, Mr. Trevor. 
Most peopleare glad 
when bed meet 
with an old pal.” 

“Yes, if the old 
pal was a respectable old pal, or if he was a honest ok! pal, even 
if he wasn't very respectable ; but Jim Hardcole is not respectable, 
and _ never was honest.” 

“Well, Mr. Trevor, I don’t think I was very dishonest with you.” 

“Nota bit over honest, but 1 don't mind that. You were a horse 
thief, I believe, before 1 met you in Cape Town.” 

* Yes, I believe there was some trouble of that sort at one time,” 
said Jim Hardcole, with an indifferent smile. 

“You cheated at cards in Cape Town, and was bad enough to be 
{} ung out of a not very respectable saloon,” said Trevor. 

“Yes, you were there : I remember.” 

* You were generally believed to have knifed a man about a weck 
later, but escaped for want of evidence.” 

“Yes—all that, and plenty more, maybe, if it were all raked up. 
But you can't deny 
that I war good—well, 
say useful to you,” 
corrected Jim, as he 
noticed the shrug of 
Jack Trevor's 
shoulders, “ when you 
were ill of the jim- 
jams during the 

puster you had after 
you came to your 
money.” 

“But for that use- 
fulness, Jim Hardcole, 
I would have fired 
you out of the room 
ere this,” said Jack 
Trevor, grimly. “I 
know well enough 
that your usefulness 
on that oecasion was 
from no disinterested 
motives, There were 
pickings to be made, 
and 1 don't doubt 
that you had these 
pickings, When I 
came to my _ sober 
senses, I found that 
most of my ready 
cash was gone, and 
there were other 
things a gy I 
didn't ask about 
these. I didn't even 
grudze to give you sixty sovereigns when 1 went on board ship——" 

“Seventy, Mister Trevor—it was seventy. You always was a 
gentleman.’ 

“It doesn’t matter. 1 gave you the money because I believed 
that, no matter what was your motive, you saved my life. But, 
having given you that, | had made up my mind I was to be done 
with you. There was no need fora question of gratitude between 


\, a 
You are a liar, Jim Hardcole !” 


; 
| 


“When you were ill.” 


“None in the world, Mister Trevor—none in the world.” 
“My life may have been worth more than that to me, but I fancy 
you considered yourself well paid?” 

Ls Mab well paid, sir—handsomely paid.” 

“Then what the deuce do you want now? Money, I suppose?” 

“Tam hard up—dead bi 
honest shilling.” 

“I suppose a dis- 
honest shilling 
wouldn't even come 
amiss?” 

“Honest. or dis- 
honest, I don’t care 
how it comes if I 
had something. 
You don't know 
how hard it is to 
get a bite in London 
when you don't have 
acoin. I have been 
days and days with- 
out a sixpence. 1 
thought you would 
help an old pal.” 

“I tell you I am 
no pal of yours— 
now nor_ ever. I 
wesume I would 
have seen you 
sooner had you 
known where to 
come? I thought 
so,” continued Jack, 
as he sawa twinkle 
in Hardcole’s eyes. 
“Well, you'd better 
forget the way here 
after this. Here are 
five sovereigna, Jim 
Hardcole. Drink 
them, or go to the 
cevil with them, in any way you like, Put don’t come back here. 
If you do, something that is not nice will happen.” 

(70 be continued nert week.) 


roke, aud don't know where to get an 


Five sovervigns, 
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No. 353.—Mr. HARRY ATKINSON, F.OS, 
“Tt is believed that our hero first saw the light in — 


in t 
invariably arrive at the conclusion that existence, under the 
present state of affairs, was littic less than a fraud. Having no 
companions of his own kind, he gradually got upon terms of 
intimacy with the furred and feathered denizens of the forest, 
= y dint of constant practice, combined with innate talent 


forest home and came to the city, where his marvellous 
imitative faculties soon secured him recognition, and where he 
was to add to his repertoire. Fame was soon 
won, and after astonishing Australia he came over to Oll 
Engiand to make the Britishers sit up. Chiefly because he's a 
marvellous mimic he was create! F.0.S., and the ‘Sloper Award 

Merit * presented to him March 17th, 1894."—Debrett Improved. 


Maudle. I want yer to knock off a sketch o’ me, ole chappie, 
in water colour. 
repoemayeteret peal the colouring o’ that nose could never be 


SO 

“TIum ! a new natstani,” said old Doctor Nearsite to himself. 
“The Sloper's are getting on in the world: must charge more for 
my visite.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs. 


ANCTHER DISAPPOINTMENT. 


(Saturday, March 31, 1894. 


fae STAG RNNY 


\ 


Second Wallflower (grimly). Ask us to drink, more likely. 
First Wallflower (shocked). Fie, Annie, fie! 
Second Wallflower. 


. Yes, dear, it’s the waiter coming for orders. 


i 


PTT 


Whenes 


min 


‘ili 


\ he NK way 
. \Y RNS 
ie 


“am TI never to be served? I've been waiting twenty 
minutes.” “ Lor’, you needn't make such a fuss, /’ve been 
waiting twenty years!" Pauline. 


“What, going to put ninepence on the Income Tax? Why, my 
Income Tax is more than my income already !” 
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